EBB  AND  FLOW

Far hooting of a brooding bird
And silent trail of shooting-stars;
Dim Corot trees with outlines blurr'd;
Between black branches, diamond bars.

So, stilled earth slumbers after heat
In petal closed and languid leaf.
No field-fares flit about the wheat
Nor nimble mice, now, 'neath the sheaf.

Yet night shall pass and daylight break
Again on fields of golden corn;
Deep blue shall glint again the lake
In the inevitable dawn.
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